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53 
THE FORCE OF HABIT. 

A TBUE IJIIBH SIOKt. 

The vessel now made rapid way, and as Wilmot paced along the 
(partes deck, he beheld his native mountains receding from his view. 
Kingstown had already disappeared, and the Rochestown hills were scarcely 
visible. He felt that each wave impelled him farther from those beloved 
scenes, and he could not refrain from indulging in melancholy re- 
flections on the prospect of quitting Ireland perhaps for ever. Leaving 
home is always attended with distressing feelings, but quitting one's 
country for the first time is particularly painful. Each object that 
catches your eye at parting, recalls some pleasing recollection. The 
hills, plains, and all around, seem then more interesting than ever. You 
gaze on them with an intensity of feeling, and the swoln heart impedes 
the respiration as the reckless vessel dashes through the foaming waves, 
and hurries you from the cherished spot ; each moment new objects are 
presented to the fatigued and anxious eye, and at the conclusion of this 
panoramic view, the distance throws a veil over the fading scene, until 
at length the wearied vision is liberated from its painful task, as nought 
remains but " all heaven above, all sea around us." It was at such a 
moment that Wilmot turned from this vast and monotonous expanse of 
sea and sky, and endeavoured to calm his agitated feelings, by examining 
the little world on which he stood. Around the mast he perceived a 
crowd collected, and curiosity induced him to investigate the cause. A 
sergeant had just liberated two unfortunate deserters from their fetters, 
as there then existed no possibility of escape. They had the appearance 
of Irish peasants, and, commiserating their fate, he descended on the main 
deck to converse with them. On approaching one of them, he addressed 
him : " God save ye Sur, if I wasn't makin' too bould, I think your 
honor knows me." « You are mistaken, my good fellow, I have never 
seen you before." "lax your pardon then your honor, but I'm sartin 
shure ye do, or howsomdever if it ben't, I niver seen two so like afore." 
Wilmot obstinately persisted in disclaiming all acquaintance, when the 
other drawing him aside, assumed an arch smile, and partially displacing 
his many-formed beaver, to insinuate his hand behind his ear, a flrlan- 
daite, he selected a single word which he knew would satisfy his suspi- 
cions. It appeared that this man had been purveyor to a surgical 
school, which Wilmot formerly attended. The latter had never noticed 
him, although he had frequently assisted in grave nocturnal occupations. 
Jim feared to offend, by charging him perhaps erroneously with the crime 
of being a surgeon or a gouL not being perfectly positive of his man, but 
he sounded him with that shrewdness and ability which characterise the 
-Irish peasant on such occasions. By selecting a word known among 
students, he was aware that he would draw the other out, if he were 
guilty, for the lower orders regard a medical student as a reckless wretch, 
weighed down with crimes and enormities, and he knew that none could 
be offended who did not understand it. He therefore in an under tone 
drawled out with a foil, rich brogue, " snatcher," accompanying it'wkfe 
a penetrating look. Wilmot was taken by surprise, and involuntarily 
exclaimed, " In what hospital have you seen me ? — " «t these words the 
querist struck his hands in ecstacy, and cried, " Oh, be the holy, I knew 
it, and sure its not Jim Doyle that id be after wrongin' any gentleman ; 
Jong life to your honor, and its myself that's glad to see ye here amongst 
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huz, and troth' the minnit I seen you above there, I says to the boy 
that's along wid me, says I, be me sowl, says I, there's an ould friend of 
mine says I — Arrah, bad look to ye, says he, sore that's a gintleman : an' I 
made answer and said, says I, — " But my poor fellow, interrupted 
Wilmot, how did you get into this plight?" " Och sir, that's a long story, 
any how, and sorra bit o'. me knows what il be the ind of it ; well afthur 
your honor ruz out o' snatchin, an left huz, Tom Flanagan — shore you 
know'd Tom Flanagan, as decent a boy as ever handled the crow, — well 
as I was say in', Tom you see, an' me, and two or three other gintlemen went 
one night to the acre,* and its myself has cause to remimber the same 
night, so as the divil id have it, the corpse's frinds was waitin' for us, 
and the minnit we fairly intered the ground, they sint such a volley of two 
yeere ould pavin' stones, as bothered us quite an' clane. Well become 
me, its time to be aff says I, and sure enough we run for the bare life, 
but we wor in for a lickin' every mother's-sowl of us, and sich a lickin' 
was niver got be man or mortyal afore or sence. Bad look to them, 
God forgive me for cursin', but its it and nothin' else that brings me into 
the middle of the sae this minnit anyhow. Well poor Tom died iv it, 
the crature, and mysel got sich a polthogue in the ribs, that I was all 
kilt an' smashed, and divil a corpus, big or little, did Tim Doyle iver 
molist afthur. An' wid that in troth things went to the bad, and 
I couldn't for the life o' me work dacently for a few shillings a week in 
an honest way, when many's the time I arned two and three pounds in 
the acre," — " Why man at this rate you'll never get through your story, 
can you tell in few words how or why you became a soldier ?" " Sure 
enough, its myself that can, only your honor's so short. Well I was 
sayin', so I was, when you wor plased to stop me, that things went all 
to the bad entirely— och musha, may ye niver know the sorrow of mis- 
forchin, bekays its the divil an' all,' all out, an' makes many a man do 
an undecent turn, so it does, an' troth by rason of it, I was cotch by an 
ould sargint with a durty shillin', for aU the world like they catch the 
trout with a shinin' fly— och, bad look to him every day he sees a pavin' 
stone, and the likes of them that takes in poor innocent craters like 
huz ; so ye see we wor perpethally marched about, all over the country, 
like a flock of geese, and myself begins to get mighty sick of it entirely. 
Well, and musha, shure. Sir i'm quite unasy to be afthur keepin' your 
honor all this time in the could, talkin' with the likes of me, so I am." 
" No matter, I will listen patiently, if you proceed quickly."—" Very well 
Sur, and troth its yourself has the tinder heart, and many's the pity 
your'e in the natomy, (anatomy,) bekays I'm afraid the ppor literate 
craters will be afthur murtherin' yees some night entirely, for sorra one 
o' them thinks that risin corpses is to sarve themselves, as the betther 
sort of people, like huz, knows. But as I was sayin' afore, our rigement 
was marched about tell we come all the ways to Liverpool. Sorra bit o 
me knows where it is, only its acrass the sae, bekays I dosn't know the 
jography o' the place at all at all, more blame to me, for Father Kearney, 
kind sowl, offered to tache me larnin', and make a man of me, so he did 
when I was nothin' but a bit of a gossoon ; but the divil a taste did I 
mind him, be rason of me bein' fond of devarsion, an' so I lit him keep 
his larnin' to himself, and troth its himself that was larn'd, and shure 

enough he cud spake laten as fast as," " I suppose somewhat faster 

than you speak English," interrupted Wilmot dryly. " Och bother, 
there was a taste o' difference any how, but howsomediver, Sur, he was a 

* Kilmsunham field, commonly called Bully'B-acre. 
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great man entirely. Well one mornin' I'gets a letther from my sisther 
down in Wicklow, (the Lord bless her, and mark her to grace,) and she 
tould me to come up to her weddin' that was to happen with Darby 
Malowney — and be the same token, Darby's mother was my mothers," 
— " oh let alone your relations, or we shall never hear the end of it" — "Just 
as ye plase, Sur— -well I axed lave of the sargint, bad look to him, and be- 
kays there was no great liken between huz, he wouldn't let me, an' 
shure its myself wouldn't stay from Peggy's weddin' for the king him- 
self, ond.8o I tuk Frinch lave, an' threwn aff me rigimentalg, an' 
popp'd into a countryman's coat, so then I looked for all the world like 
myself come to life agin, so crassin' the salt saes wanst more, I landed 
agin in the great city of Dublin, and mighty's the pity the rich sort 
wont live in so purty a place ; but if Dan O'Gonnel, long life to 
him, has any thrue pluck in him, he'll be afthur taching thim, not to 
be spindin' their good mony in furn parts, with the Frinch and the likes o' 
them, bekays its a mortyal shame, and the ruination of Ireland, so it is. 
Well thin findin' myself like a lark out of a cage, I just stepped into a 
frind's house on the quay, to take the shiver o the sae aff me, and to 
drink a health to myself, that I left behind in Englint ; and shure I 
couldn't think there was harm in that, but be my sowl I soon found the 
deffer, bekays it made me forget that the king and I wasn't frinds ye 
see, and so as I was goin' down the quays to set aff for Wicklow, who the 
divil should come across me but an officer, and so by rason o' the dhrop 
I tuk, I didn't think I wasn't a soger, and well become me, I ups wid 
my hand quite riggler to slute him — bad win to ye, says I to myself, the 
minnet I done it, and he seen I was bothered or something, and so he 
axed me was I a soger. Myself was niver given to tellin' a lie, but the 
divil got betune me for wanst — an says I, quite smart, " niver your honor," 
" you .lie," says he, when he seen me git as red as his coat, and he 
offered to collar me, " be asy," says I, " or be the holy I'll settle ye," 
wi'd that my dear, he dhrew his swoord, and tuk me prisoner, and 
there your honor's the long and the short of it." Wilmot commiserated 
his fate, and promised to exert his influence in Liverpool, on his behalf. 
He was then about to retire to the cabin, when Jim in a most insinua- 
ting tone addressed him, "I ax your pardin your honor, and if it 
wasn't too bould — for ye see poor cratures like huz is allowed nothin 
& t all, at all, but a bit o' dry. bred, and mighty could comfort that same 
'*> sure enough — and if your honor, that has sich a tinder heart, and 
my blessin' be along wi'd ye — and its only tellin' God's truth, for no 
rason at all, at all, but bekays we're dry — and maybe your honor 
wouldn't have a sixpence, or so, to be afther drinkin' your honor's 
health and prosperity." Wilmot could not withstand this forcible appeal 
to his feelings and vanity, and returned to the quarter deck, overpower- 
ed with blessings; in a short time afterwards he perceived Jim, 
with his friend in adversity, regardless of the frightful punishment that 
awaited them, indulging in whatever amusement presented itself, and 
soothing' their misfortunes by powerful potations from that Lethe of 
Irish sorrows, whiskey. 

Dublin, July, 1830. 



